STRAIGHT 
WHITE 
MEN 


YOUNG JEAN LEE 


* Broadway Edition 


* 


DRAMATISTS 
PLAY SERVICE 


For Aaron Rosenblum 


CHARACTERS 


PERSON IN CHARGE 1 
PERSON IN CHARGE 2 
ED 
MATT 
JAKE 
DREW 


NOTES 


The pre-show music, curtain speech, and transitions are an impor- 
tant part of this play. They should create a sense that the show is 
under the control of people who are not straight white men. Despite 
this framing, the play should be performed sincerely and without 
irony, since it doesn’t work if it’s presented as a parody of straight 
white male behavior. 


Choreography is also essential to this play. There are many moments 
of physical comedy in this show that are not strictly naturalistic and 
must be choreographed and drilled to be effective. I would recom- 
mend working with a choreographer on every physical moment in 
the show. 


Ideally, Person in Charge 1 and Person in Charge 2 should be played 
by transgender or non-binary performers (preferably of color). A 
good-faith effort should be made to find such performers, but I’m 
open to variants depending on circumstances. If you wish to cast a 
particular cisgender performer who represents an especially 
marginalized group in your community (for example, Torres Strait 
Islander people in Australia), I am open to that. In no case should 
actors be cast to perform identities other than their own. Also 
essential: an abundance of natural charm. 


Because the opening speech should be in the voices of the People in 
Charge and express their points of view, the performers should be 
clear on why they want to participate in the production and prepared 
to collaborate on their own text. 


If possible, the stagehands should be female. 


STRAIGHT WHITE MEN 


ACT ONE 


Loud hip-hop with sexually explicit lyrics by female rappers 
plays during the pre-show. It’s loud enough that people have 
to shout over it to be heard. The rumble of the bass makes 
the audience's seats vibrate. 


The set is hidden behind a curtain. 


As the audience enters, Person in Charge 1 and Person in Charge 
2 patrol the theater. They wear distinctive and personalized 
costumes that make them easily distinguishable from the ushers 
and audience members. It is important that the performers 
playing the People in Charge love their costumes and feel 
comfortable wearing them. 


The People in Charge interact with audience members, greeting 
and welcoming them into the theater. If audience members 
seem unhappy about the pre-show music or complain, the 
People in Charge should listen and respond with empathy. 

If audience members complain about the music to ushers, the 
ushers should reply, ‘TII go get you a Person in Charge” and 
then alert the nearest Person in Charge. Ushers should be 
informed that it is okay for them to interrupt the People in 
Charge when they are talking to other people, so that the 
People in Charge know that people are waiting for them. If an 
audience member asks a Person in Charge for a manager, the 
Person in Charge should reply, “I am the Person in Charge.” 


At the end of the preshow, the People in Charge walk onto the 
stage. Person in Charge 1 makes a gesture that cuts off the music. 


The below curtain speech was written to reflect the thoughts 


and feelings of the performers playing the People in Charge in 
the 2018 Second Stage production. This speech is not meant to 
instruct the audience how to interpret the play and it does not 
express any intent on the part of the author. Future productions 
should keep as much of the curtain speech wording as possible, 
but change anything that doesn't reflect the identities and 
views of the performers speaking the lines. The curtain speech 
should be an opportunity for the performers playing the People 
in Charge to express how they actually feel about the show 
and to communicate what they want to say to the audience. 


PERSON IN CHARGE 1. Good evening ladies, gentlemen, and the 
rest of us. Welcome to Second Stage Theater. I’m Kate Bornstein. 
PERSON IN CHARGE 2. And I’m Ty Defoe. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. And in case you were wondering, neither 
of us is a straight white man. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 2. I’m from the Oneida and the Ojibwe 
nations. My gender identity is Niizhi Manitouwug, which means 
“transcending gender” in the Ojibwe language. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. Me, I’m a Jew from the Jersey shore. And 
I’m what's called “non-binary,’ which means “not man/not woman” 
in the English language. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 2. Before we begin the show, wed like to 
acknowledge that our pre-show music may have made some of you 
uncomfortable. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. And normally when you pay money— 
especially Broadway money—you can expect to feel comfortable. 
PERSON IN CHARGE 2. Kate and I are well aware that it can be 
upsetting when people create an environment that doesn't take 
your needs into account. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. As for those of you who liked the music 
or at least you didn’t mind it, please know that we deliberately set 
up our pre-show to cater to your experience. We wanted to make 
sure youd feel welcome in this theater. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 2. Congratulations on your moment of 
privilege! 
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PERSON IN CHARGE 1. Now for something we all have in common. 


PERSON IN CHARGE 2. This theater we're all sitting in together is 
built on the land of my people. So, welcome! 

When I told my friends I was doing a play called Straight White 
Men, they were like, “Uh, have they seen you?” 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. When got invited to audition for Straight 
White Men, I thought, “Well, I've been misgendered before, but this 
seems extreme.” 

PERSON IN CHARGE 2. Living in a Western culture, I’m supposed 
to wanna be a straight white man. 

But among my people, my gender identity—Niizhi Manitouwug— 
makes me a rockstar in my community. On the other hand, Chimoki- 
imon—white man—not so much. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. Me, I used to be straight white man. Well, 
I tried. 

Everything I really wanted to be in life could get me arrested or sent 
straight to hell. Trans, gay, not-man/not-woman—all of that! But 
now that I’m an old fart, I don’t give a damn. I’m gonna be anything 
I wanna be. There's only one rule I care about: Don't be mean. 
Listen my darlings, it’s hard enough not being mean to people you 
love. It's much harder not being mean to people you think you've 
got a good reason to hate. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 2. So tonight Kate and I are here to try 
something a little tricky. As foreign as they are to us, were gonna 
try to find some understanding for straight white men. That’s what 
we wish everyone would do for us. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. Now, from here on out, everything will 
proceed as one might expect, more or less. All of the characters will 
be straight white men. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 2. Each of the actors will play only one 
character. They will stay in character and pretend not to see you, 
unless they hear your cell phone ring or see you taking photos or 
videos, in which case they may come into the audience and attack 
you. 

PERSON IN CHARGE 1. Alrighty then. (To Person in Charge 2.) 
You ready, pal? 
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Person in Charge 2 snaps to make the curtain rise. 


A cheerful, guitar-based instrumental track begins while 
Person in Charge 1 and Person in Charge 2 exit. 


The curtain rises to reveal a hyper-naturalistic middle-class 
family room. The room has wall-to-wall beige carpeting, taupe 
walls, and minimalist molding. Stage left, a linoleum-floored 
mudroom leads to a door to the garage. There is a storage 
bench next to the door with coats hanging on pegs above. In 
front of the bench sits an ancient exercise bike. On the other 
side of the door is a closet containing a washer and dryer. 
Around the corner is a coat closet with a dart board on it. 


Center stage is a taupe leather sofa, a matching easy chair, a 
dark brown leather recliner with matching ottoman, a side 
table, and a large battered wooden coffee table. The focal 
point of the room is an unseen television downstage center. 
Because of this, the wall behind the sofa is oddly bare—this is 
the wall that no one ever looks at when theyre in the room. 
Against this wall are two matching bookcases packed full of 
old books, games, puzzles, and a component stereo system. 
Stackable clear plastic storage bins sit next to the shelves, 
filled with Christmas decorations and wrapping supplies. 


Stage right is an unused fireplace flanked by two windows. 
On the fireplace mantle are Christmas cards and a hand- 
crocheted, multiethnic Christmas nativity scene. Stockings 
hang above the fireplace. 


Upstage left, three carpeted steps lead up and out through a 
doorway leading into a hallway. The hallway runs between 
an unseen kitchen and living room. A door to a half-bath is 
visible through the doorway. 


Person in Charge 2 enters leading in Drew. They guide him 
into position and pose him like an action figure. Drew is 
around forty and wears a red plaid hunting shirt, dark 
skinny jeans, and patterned socks. 


Person in Charge 1 leads in Jake and seats him on the sofa. 
Person in Charge 1 poses Jake like an action figure and hands 
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him a video game controller. Jake is in his early forties, very 
fit, wearing a light blue oxford-cloth shirt, navy cashmere 
sweater, and well-tailored jeans. 


Drew and Jake maintain intelligent but neutral expressions 
throughout. 


Blackout. 


In the darkness, we hear the sound of a video game. A video 
game announcers voice says, “Get ready, FIGHT!” 


Lights up. 
Jake is playing a video game on the sofa while Drew looks on. 
Silence while Jake plays and Drew watches. 


Drew sings a verse of a childish, repetitive song, like “Im a 
Little Airplane” by Jonathan Richman.* 


Jake continues to play, ignoring Drew. 
Drew sings the verse again, this time louder. 
Jake continues to ignore Drew. 


Drew taps Jake and says the name of the song. 


JAKE. That song doesn’t bother me anymore. I’m immune to it. 
DREW. Oh. 


Drew sits down in the easy chair, then sings the verse again. 
As he sings, he jumps onto the coffee table, obstructing Jake’s 
view of the TV. 

He holds out his final note, modulating his pitch higher as he 
sits next to Jake on the sofa. He launches into another round, 
but as soon as he sings the first word, Jake attacks him. They 
struggle. 


Ow! Fuck! 
JAKE. Are you gonna stop? 
DREW. Jesus, yes! 


* For information regarding this and any/all other songs mentioned in the play, please see 
Note on Songs/Recordings at the back of this volume. 
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Jake releases him. 
JAKE. (Going back to his video game.) You're a fucking idiot. 
DREW. You're an idiot! 
Drew gets up and stands watching as Jake resumes his game. 
Drew jumps onto the couch starts humping Jake’s back while 
starting to sing again. 
Jake chases Drew, who taunts him from behind the recliner. 
They slap at each other. Jake chases Drew behind the sofa. 
They slap and kick at each other, then Jake wrestles Drew 
down to the ground. 


They struggle until Drew cries out in pain. 


I’m done, I’m done! 
Goddamn! 


Jake helps Drew up and slaps his ass. Drew massages his 
nipples (which Jake twisted when they were behind the sofa). 


JAKE. Ready for a snack? 
DREW. Go for it. I can't. I’m getting fat. 
JAKE. What are you talking about, where? 


DREW. (Pointing to his stomach.) You don’t know what shit looks 
like under here. 


JAKE. You're crazy. I’m fat. 


DREW. Dude, how are you fat? Don’t you work out like six days a 
week? 


JAKE. Yeah, but I use it as an excuse to eat everything I see. I've 
been eating so much this past week, you don’t even know. 


DREW. Oh I do know. I could go for some fucking Christmas 
cookies right now. 


JAKE. Did Matt make his apple pie yet? 

DREW. Cant touch it till tomorrow. 

JAKE. I want it now! 

DREW. Stop it, you're making me hungry! 

JAKE. Come on, man, it’s Christmas! We should be able to eat what- 
ever the fuck we want! 


14 


DREW. Fuck it. Let’s see what snacks Dad’s got over there. 

JAKE. Yeah! 
Drew runs over and opens the laundry closet, turning on a 
pull-light to reveal a washer/dryer and wire shelves holding 
laundry supplies, board games, and jumbo barrels of snacks. 


DREW. Oh my god. 
JAKE. What? 
DREW. Privilege! 


Drew holds up a Monopoly game box with a large home- 
made label on top that reads: “PRIVILEGE.” 


JAKE. Oh my god. 

DREW. The game where you have fun by not having fun! 
JAKE. Wanna play? 

DREW. Yeah. 


Drew grabs a jumbo barrel of snacks from the closet and 
brings it to the coffee table along with the game. 


Jake opens the game box, revealing the inside of the lid, 
which has been decorated with a black power fist. 


Jake holds up the game board, revealing an anti-money 
symbol on one half and a female gender symbol on the other. 


JAKE. (Taking out a mints tin with the game pieces in it.) Pm the 
iron! 
DREW. Fuck! 
JAKE. Ha ha! Undervalued domestic labor bonus! 
DREW. Wait a minute, give me the thimble! That gets the bonus too! 
JAKE. No it doesn’t. 
DREW. Bullshit. Let me see the rules. 
Drew grabs handwritten rules from the box and shows Jake, 
who starts dealing out money. 
See? 
JAKE. Fine, you can have your domestic labor bonus. 


Drew sets up the cards and gets his game piece shaped like 
an iron. 
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Roll to see who goes first. 


Drew picks up a die and thumps his head, pretending the die 
is falling out of his ear onto the board. 


He gets a low number. 


Aww. 
Jake pretends to blow a die out of his nostril onto the board. 
He gets a high number. 
Yes! 
Jake pretends to vomit the dice onto the board. 
He moves his iron forward two spaces. 
Ugh, Excuses card. 
DREW. Ha ha! 


Jake draws an Excuses (formerly Community Chest) card. 
JAKE. (Reading.) “What I said wasn't sexist-slash-racist-slash- 
homophobic because I was joking’ 
Pay fifty dollars to The Lesbian and Gay Community Services Center” 
Jake pays. 
Drew mimes shitting the dice onto the floor. 
Drew moves his thimble forward seven spaces. 
DREW. Shit! 
JAKE. Denial card! 
Drew draws a Denial (formerly Chance) card. 


DREW. (Reading.) “I dont have white privilege because it doesn’t 
exist. 
Get stopped by the police for no reason and go directly to jail.” 


Drew moves his thimble to the jail square. 
ED. (Offstage.) Hello! 
Drew and Jake get up and move toward the door to the garage. 
DREW. Hey, finally! 
JAKE. Hey! 
Drew and Jake exit into the garage. 
MATT and JAKE. (Offstage, overlapping.) Hey! 
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ED and JAKE. (Offstage, overlapping.) Hey! 
JAKE. (Offstage, disappointed.) Aw, man! 
Here Dad, I got it. 


Matt enters backwards, holding the bottom half of a giant 
artificial Christmas tree. Hes in his mid-forties and hand- 
some but badly dressed in baggy faded jeans, an oversized 
pale-green button-up, and a too-small brown fleece jacket. He 
also wears a big, worn-out coat and old snow boots. 


ED. (Offstage.) Jake, you need help? 


Drew enters with three identically wrapped shoebox-sized 
boxes and puts them in the coat closet. 


JAKE. (Offstage.) It’s not that heavy, I’m fine. 
Jake enters backwards, carrying the top half of the tree. 
Matt starts setting up the tree. 


Ed, in his mid-seventies, enters looking adorable in a red 
turtleneck, striped sweater, and tan corduroys. He also 
wears a jacket, cap, and boots. He carries a large bag from a 
discount chain store that he leaves by the mudroom. 


(Looking at tree.) Ugh. (Handing tree to Drew.) Here, take this thing! 
Drew takes the tree over to Matt and they finish setting it up. 
ED. (To Jake.) Hey you! 
JAKE. Hey Dad! 
ED. Welcome home! 
Ed and Jake hug. 
You're looking well. 
JAKE. You too. 
Ed takes off his coat, boots, and cap, and dons a pair of slippers. 
(Going to Matt.) Hey, Big Brother. 
They hug. 
MATT. Hey. Nice to see you. 
Matt goes into the mudroom to take off his boots. 
JAKE. (Eyeing Matt’ horrible outfit.) Woo! Youre looking slick! 
MATT. Thanks. My stylist has been telling me to take more risks. 
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Drew plugs in the tree. Only the bottom half of the lights come on. 
DREW. Ta-da! 
ED. What the hell! 
JAKE. Your fake tree is defective. 
ED. It wasn't like that at the store! 
MATT. Want me to take it back? 
ED. No, it’s almost dinnertime. We'll fix it. 
JAKE. Why would you buy a fake tree? 
ED. It was time. 
JAKE. It’s never time for a fake tree! 
ED. That’s a top-of-the-line tree! 
JAKE. Really? 
MATT. It was on sale because it was a display model. 
JAKE. Of course it was. 
Drew starts pouring whiskeys. 
Why isn’t the tree going in the living room? 
ED. This is where we spend all our time now. What’ the point of 
having a Christmas tree if you don't even see it? 
JAKE. What’ the point of having a Christmas tree if it’s not a real tree? 
ED. What’s the point of having Christmas at all if you don’t believe 
in Jesus? 
JAKE. It’s tradition! 
MATT. Dad, I think we have to break it to him. 
ED. Oh yeah. 
JAKE. What. 
ED. Jake, I’m not putting on the Santa suit this year. 
Jake looks disappointed. Drew stares at him. 
JAKE. (To Drew.) What? 
DREW. Oh my god! You want the Santa suit! 
JAKE. No I don't! 
DREW. Look at him! He looks like he’s gonna cry! 
MATT. I told you hed be upset. 
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ED. I’m sorry, Jake, but without the kids here... 
JAKE. I don’t care! 
ED. I could take you to the mall. 
JAKE. Ha ha. Very funny. 
DREW. Drinks! 
Drew hands everyone whiskeys. 
ED. Well. Here we are. Merry Christmas! 
EVERYONE. Merry Christmas! 
JAKE. What are we toasting to? 
ED. (Turning toward the tree and holding up his glass.) To the tree. 


EVERYONE. (Turning toward the tree and holding up their glasses.) To 
the tree! 


ED. I’m glad to have you boys home. 
Matt notices the board game on the coffee table. 
MATT. (Going to look at it.) Is that Privilege? 
JAKE. Why yes it is. 
ED. One of your mother’s craftiest inventions. 
Ed goes over to the game. 
Jake and Drew follow. Drew grabs the snack barrel and starts 
hogging it on the sofa. 
DREW. Remember when she made all our friends play it at Matt’s 
birthday? 
JAKE. No, it was Matt who made us. 
ED. Well how else were you gonna learn not to be assholes? 
DREW. How did you learn, Dad? 
ED. It was a long and painful process. And I’m still an asshole. 
JAKE. Speaking of assholes, how was Mrs. Johnson? 
DREW. Did you fix her sink? 
MATT. Dad did. 
DREW. Who asks people over to fix their sink on Christmas Eve? 
ED. It’s a lonely time for her. 
JAKE. Yeah, because she’s a racist asshole. 
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ED. She grew up in a different time. 

JAKE. That doesn’t excuse what she said about April and the kids. 
ED. Oh I know. 

DREW. Does she know that interracial marriage is legal now? 
JAKE. Dad, you didn't invite her to dinner, did you? 

ED. I did. 

JAKE. What?! 

ED. Don't worry Jake, she’s not coming. 

JAKE. Oh my god. What, is she your girlfriend now? 

ED. (Laughing.) Oh, no. 

JAKE. I don’t know how you can stand to go over there. 

ED. She has no one. 

JAKE. Well, that’s her fault. 


ED. Sometimes you help people because they need help, and not 
because you like them. 


DREW. Oh, you mean like when you have kids? 
ED. How are the kids, Jake? 


JAKE. Good. We did presents at their mom’s before I flew out. 
Olivia says thank you for the chemistry set, and Miles says thanks 
for the Legos. 


ED. Those are some good kids. Not like you boys. 
DREW. Those little crackheads? 

Ed goes to get a bowl. 
ED. Olivia and Miles are crackheads? 
DREW. Dad, you didn’t know? 
MATT. They're starting really early these days. 
JAKE. Well at least it’s not affecting their schoolwork. 
ED. Oh, they’re young. Let em have their crack! 


He pours snacks from the jumbo container into the bowl. Matt 
takes the container from him and puts it back in the laundry 
closet. Drew grabs the bowl and resumes hogging the snacks. 


Drew, how do you like teaching? 
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DREW. I love it. 

JAKE. Now that’s a fucking scam. A full-time salary for one class! 
DREW. It’s a four-hour class! 

ED. When is your novel coming out? 

DREW. March. 

MATT. The 20th, right? 

DREW. Yeah. 

ED. How many awards is this one gonna win? 

DREW. None. I’m tapped out. 


ED. Will it be the same kind of thing? What did the Times critic call 
it? A “radical attack on the crassness of American materialism”? 


DREW. No, I was thinking something more commercial. Maybe 
a memoir of my family trauma. 

ED. Get me my whipping belt, Jake! Drew’s gonna need some family 
trauma! 

JAKE. Can you imagine Dad ever hitting anyone? 

MATT. Only with his car. 


ED. Hey, no jokes about my driving, it’s Christmas Eve! And people 
who flunked Driver's Ed shouldn't talk. 


JAKE. Matt only flunked Driver’s Ed because he grabbed Mr. 
Rogalski’s butt. 


ED. That teacher who was touching all the girls? Didn't they fire 
that guy? 
JAKE. Eventually, thanks to Matt. 
DREW. The Teacher Terminator! 
JAKE. That's right! Matt also got the drama teacher fired for only 
casting white people in Oklahoma! 
DREW. Oh my god. Matt and his friends showing up to opening 
night wearing KKK hoods singing that song! 
JAKE. (Singing.) 
OOOO- 
JAKE and DREW. (Singing.) 
-klahoma! 
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Where the wind comes sweepin’ down the plain, 


Jake and Drew look to Matt for guidance in remembering 
the words and choreography. He joins in. 


MATT, JAKE, and DREW. (Singing.) 
Where we sure look sweet, in white bed sheets, 
Bringing their arms up to a point above their heads. 
With our pointy masks upon our heads! 
Miming taking up rifles and loading them on the “k-k” sound, 
pronounced “kuh kuk” and rhyming with the first syllable of 


“woman.” 
OOOO-k-k-lahoma 
Scanning their imaginary rifles across the horizon and shooting. 
Evry night my honey lamb and I, 
Making a “sitting and talking” pose and then a sweeping cross 
gesture with their arms. 
Sit alone and talk, and burn a cross 
Swinging their arms in circles above their heads as they stand up. 
While the smoke makes circles in the sky. 
ED. (With showbiz flair, singing.) 
We know we belong to the Klan. 
MATT, JAKE, and DREW. (Twirling imaginary lassos under their feet 
while skipping from side to side.) 
Yo-ho! 
ED. (Singing.) 
And the Klan we belong to is grand! 
Matt, Jake, and Drew crack their imaginary lassos like whips 
as they replace the “Yee-haw!” of the original song with a 
whipping sound. 
MATT, JAKE, and DREW. (Singing, forming a single-file line and 
goose-stepping.) 
And when we say, 
High-fiving each other with their Nazi salute hands. 
Yeeow! 
Aye-yip-aye-yo-ee-ay! 
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High-fiving each other with their Nazi salute hands. 
Yeeow! 
We're only sayin, 

Pointing at each other accusingly. 


You're really white, Oklahoma! 
Oklahoma, 


Trying and failing to bounce up and down in a staggered 
rhythm on each “K? 


O.K.K.K.K.K.K.K. 
OKLAHOMA, 


Making their bodies into “K” shapes. 
KKK! 


DREW. I thought I was gonna die. (To Matt.) Only you could have 
come up with that. 


JAKE. That was fucking amazing. 

ED. Matt was always trying to save the world. 

MATT. Yeah, one ironically racist goose-step at a time. 
DREW. Hey, that shit was hilarious. 


MATT. Well, it was fun for us. 
Dad’s been taking guitar lessons. 


DREW. Really? 
JAKE. Are you gonna play some Christmas songs for us? 
ED. I’m learning “O Tannenbaum.” 


MATT. It’s kind of amazing. He's been at it a month, but he sounds 
like he’s never picked up a guitar in his life. 


ED. Give me a break, I’m old! My mind doesn't retain things the 
way it used to. 

MATT. Speaking of which, did you remember the check for Willy? 
ED. Oh god, I forgot. 

DREW. Whos Willy? 

ED. The Fergus kid. 

DREW. Oh, the genius from across the street? 

ED. Well he’s certainly not a genius at shoveling our driveway. 
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JAKE. You should make Matt do it. 

ED. I wanted to give Willy a chance. 

JAKE. Willy blew it! Next time don't hire a prodigy. 

ED. Matt was a prodigy, and he never had any problems shoveling. 
DREW. He would shovel for forty-eight hours straight. 

JAKE. In a blizzard, with a broken leg— 

ED. The hardest-working kid I ever knew. 

DREW. So what’ it like living with this hardworking prodigy? 


ED. It’s been really wonderful. Unlike you boys, Matt pretends to 
care about my life. 


MATT. No, I’m the kind of loser who finds you interesting. 


ED. Hey, you're no loser. You do a lot. 
He does so much around the house I hardly have to lift a finger. 


DREW. (To Matt.) So what are you—you working on something? 
ED. He works at a community organization. 

MATT. (In a bragging voice.) Yeah, at a temp job. 

DREW. What? How did that happen? 

ED. Your mom’ friend Elaine works there. 

MATT. Daddy got me the job! 

JAKE. Dad and his girlfriends. 


ED. Elaine is a married woman. And you boys talk an awful lot 
about girlfriends considering not one of you has one! 


JAKE. (Laughing.) I’m barely divorced, cut me some slack. 
DREW. I have a girlfriend! 
ED. For how long? 
DREW. Two and a half months. 

Everyone laughs. 
JAKE. So you'll break up after New Year's, but before Valentines 
Day. 
ED. You wonder why I don't keep track. When I was growing up, 
everyone got married and stayed married. It was just what you did. 
JAKE. Things are different now. 
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ED. Yeah, you young people think for yourselves. Back then, all we 
did was follow the rules. 


DREW. What rules? 

ED. Get a job, get married, buy a house, have kids. 

DREW. Did you ever want anything different? 

ED. It would never have even occurred to me to ask that question. 
DREW. What do you mean? 


ED. Unlike you boys, your mother and I didn't grow up being told 
we had options. The only reason I even went to college was my 
school made me take the SAT, and I scored so high in science and 
math that the guidance counselor— 


JAKE. There’s no science in the SAT! 


ED. Anyway, my guidance counselor told me I should go to school 
for engineering. And the field was booming, so that was that. 


JAKE. But you worked your ass off too. 

ED. Thank you son. 

DREW. Do you feel like being an engineer was the best use of your 
abilities? 

ED. I don’t know. Probably not. 

DREW. That’s sad. 


ED. Oh no, I’ve had a great life! I never dreamed Td have all of this. 
I thought Id end up like your Uncle Andrew. 


DREW. Is he still driving the shuttle bus? 
ED. Yeah, but it’s been hard since he got sick. 
Pause. 
JAKE. So when's dinner coming? 
MATT. Should be here soon, I ordered it for six oclock. 
JAKE. Jade Dragon? 
MATT. Yeah. 
DREW. So, Jake. 
JAKE. What? 
DREW. Are you excited? 
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JAKE. About what? 

DREW. You know. 

JAKE. What? 

DREW. Someone you like is coming to town. 

JAKE. Who? 

MATT. Someone you really like. 

ED. Your best friend. 

JAKE. What are you guys talking about? 

ED. You don’t know him? He knows you. He knows when you are 

sleeping, he knows when you're awake— 
Matt, Drew, and Ed crack up. 

JAKE. You're a bunch of fucking assholes. 

ED. Oh, wait! I almost forgot! 

Pll be right back. 

DREW. What’s up? 

ED. (Exiting.) I have a surprise! 

DREW. (To Matt.) Do you know anything about this? 

MATT. I do not. 
Jake takes a thick folder from the bookshelf and holds it up. 
Its labeled “DREW’S WRITING?” in the same handwriting 
as was on the Privilege box. 

JAKE. Hey, guess what time it is? 

MATT. I don't know. What time is it? 

DREW. Ob Jesus. 
Jake takes a paper out of the folder. 

JAKE. It’s time for a reading from Drew’s early works! 

DREW. Just do it, whatever. 


JAKE. (Reading.) “Why I Hate People, by Drew Norton. There are a 
lot of reasons why I hate people. The first reason is that they are 
boring. They talk and talk and talk about boring things nobody is 
interested in, and they have no idea how much they talk or how 
boring they are, because other people pretend to be interested. The 
second reason why I hate people is because they are stupid—” 
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DREW. Jake, you were actually the inspiration for all of that. 
JAKE. God, you were such a little asshole. 
MATT. Remember Drew’s club? The “Fuck Humanity” club? 
DREW. I seem to recall someone here starting his own school. 
JAKE. You mean “Matt’s School for Young Revolutionaries”? 
MATT. Oh god. 
JAKE. Good old SYR. Remember the uh...communist...uh, fight 
song? 

Jake and Drew do a sumo stomp. 
JAKE and DREW. (Punching their chests with their right arms and 
extending them out.) Ow! 
(Chanting with accompanying militant arm gestures.) “The individual's 
duty is to maintain the sovereignty of the state, at the risk and sacrifice 
of property and life? 
(Punching their chests with their right arms and extending them out.) 
Ow! 
(Chanting with accompanying militant arm gestures.) “Sacrifice on 
behalf of the state is the substantial tie between the state and all its 
members.” 


They do an elaborate handshake, messing it up repeatedly 
until they finally get it right. Matt watches them from the 


sofa. 
DREW. How did Matt manage to get us to sit through SYR class 
every day? 

Drew and Jake go to Matt, attacking him with fight moves. 
JAKE. He taught us how to fight. And small-unit tactics. All the 
stuff a big brother's supposed to teach you. 
DREW. Oh yeah. Whered you learn all that stuff, Matt? 
MATT. Who knows. Books. 


Matt jumps up off the sofa, karate-chopping Jake and Drew’s 
stomachs, and leaps over the coffee table, landing in a karate 
pose. 


JAKE. SYR class was awesome. 
MATT. Awesomely Stalinist, apparently. 
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JAKE. (Grabbing Drew.) Oh my god, remember when Shit-Baby cried? 
MATT. Sorry Drew. 


JAKE. He cried when we said hed have to kill people when the 
revolution came. 


Matt and Drew attack each other playfully. 


Ed enters wearing red and green plaid pajamas. In his arms, 
he carries three sets of plaid pajamas, each in a different 
color, with ribbons tied around them. 


ED. (Holding up pajamas.) Look at this! 

DREW. Oh god, no. 

ED. Yeah! 

DREW. No! 

ED. Christmas Eve pajamas! Remember Christmas Eve pajamas? 


He comes at Matt, Jake, and Drew with the pajamas. Matt 
and Drew retreat, but Jake seems into it. 


MATT. Oh boy. 
ED. Now put em on! 
DREW. Yeah right. 
Ed throws pajamas at Jake, who catches them. 
JAKE. Okay! 
Jake starts taking off his pants. 


Ed throws pajamas at Drew, who lets them hit his body and 
fall to the ground. 


ED. (Pointing at Drew.) We're not eating without the pajamas! 
(Noticing Jake with his pants down.) Jake, you are not changing in 
my family room! 

Ed throws pajamas to Matt, who catches them. 
DREW. Are we doing this? 
ED. Put em on! 
DREW. Oh god. 


ED. (Chasing Matt, Jake, and Drew out of the room and shouting.) 
Everyone put em on! Put on your pajamas! 


Matt, Jake, and Drew exit. 
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Ed goes to the shopping bag he brought in earlier and brings 
it over to the fireplace. 


He takes out a large box of candy canes, cheating it out so the 
audience can see, and puts one in each of his sons’ stockings, 
starting with the stocking furthest downstage. He pulls out a 
large plastic bag of white tube socks and does the same thing. 
He pulls out a large pack of toothbrushes. 


JAKE. (From hallway.) Here we come! 
Ed drops the toothbrushes back into the shopping bag. 


While Matt makes an “ontz oontz oontz” dance beat noise, 
the brothers appear in the doorway one by one (first Drew, 
then Jake, then Matt), each striking an iconic male model/ 
boy band member pose. 


ED. Wow. 


Matt, Jake, and Drew parade into the room like they're in a 
fashion show. 


DREW. What do you think? 
ED. Terrific. 
MATT. Do I look as good as I feel? 
ED. You all look magnificent. 
DREW. Does this color make my eyes pop? 
JAKE. I'll make your eyes pop! 
DREW. Ill make your— 
Pll piss on you! 
Drew pushes Jake into a chair and pretends to piss on him. 
I'll piss on your face! 
JAKE. (Laughing.) Stop it! 
ED. What is this? 
JAKE. Oh my god, Dad, I don't think we ever told you about this! 
DREW. Do you know about when Matt pissed on Jake's friends? 
ED. When was this? 


DREW. High school. Matt got mad because Jake and his friends 
were playing “Gay Chicken.” 
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ED. What’s “Gay Chicken”? 


DREW. It’s where straight guys dare each other to do shit like, I 
don't know, put their balls on each other’s faces, and whoever 
chickens out first, loses. 


ED. Sounds like a fun game. 


DREW. Anyway, Matt of course found this to be totally offensive, 
so he asked if he could play, took out his dick, and pissed all over 
Jake and his friends! 


MATT. Sorry Jake. 
JAKE. No, everything about that was genius. 
DREW. Yeah Matt, you're a fucking genius. 
MATT. For what, whipping out my dick? 
ED. You were always such a socially conscious kid. 
MATT. (To Jake.) Sorry. 
JAKE. A man with a dick like yours never needs to apologize. 
DREW. Yeah, Matt. Stop being so self-deprecating. 
Pause. 


JAKE. So what do you guys do for fun around here? You two hit 
the bars? 


ED. We hit the bars in the bathroom. 
Nobody knows what he’s talking about. 
The bathroom...towel bars! 
Matt abruptly exits. 
DREW. Whered he go? 
JAKE. Dad’s bad sense of humor scared him away. 
DREW. Your face scared him away. 
JAKE. Oh yeah? Your face is...also scared him away, because— 
ED. Boys, boys! Let’s try to have a civilized discussion. 
JAKE. Okay, Dad. What would you like to discuss? Politics, religion— 
ED. I'm thinking of buying a new car. 
JAKE. Already? The Honda's only twenty years old! 
ED. The Honda’s fine. But I’m old, I wanna treat myself. 
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JAKE. Well good for you! What are you thinking of getting? 

ED. Your Aunt Janet is selling her BMW. 

JAKE. Wow Dad. 

DREW. You can’t get a BMW. 

ED. Why not? 

DREW. BMW is a rich jerkoff banker car. Jake drives a BMW. 
Jake flips Drew off. 
The doorbell rings. 

JAKE. Finally. 

MATT. (From offstage.) TI get it. 

DREW. (Picking up empty glasses and the snack bowl.) TIl get some 

plates. 
Drew exits. 

JAKE. God, I’m hungry. 

ED. Let’s pull the table a little closer. 
Jake and Ed pull the table closer to the sofa and start clearing 
it off. 

I always love Jade Dragon. You remember the Kims? 

JAKE. Sure. 

ED. They’re building a giant new house on the hill. 
Drew reenters with plates and a six-pack of beer. 

JAKE. Wow, the restaurant must be doing well. 
Matt enters with a bag of Chinese food and sits with Ed and 
Jake on the sofa. 

ED. It’s always packed in there. They had to expand it. 


Drew sets the plates and beer on the coffee table and Jake 
starts distributing plates. 


Drew starts to sit in a chair while looking at his phone. 
(To Drew.) Where do you think you're going? 


DREW. (Looking at Ed, Matt, and Jake on the sofa.) We can't do that 
anymore, Dad! We're too big! 


Matt takes napkins and utensils out of the bag. 
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ED. Nonsense, we'll all squeeze in! 

DREW. Come on, Dad. 

JAKE. (Patting a spot next to him.) Drew, here’s your spot right here. 
DREW. Oh my god. 


Drew squeezes between Jake and Matt on the sofa, still looking 
at his phone. Jake starts distributing utensils. Everyone gets 
chopsticks except for Ed, who gets a fork. Matt starts taking 
Chinese food out of the bag. 


ED. Oh, this is great. 

JAKE. (To Drew.) Put away your phone, jackass, were about to eat. 
DREW. I’m writing a student. 

ED. On Christmas Eve? 

DREW. He's Jewish. 

JAKE. Stop working, it’s Christmas! 

ED. All right, let’s eat. 


Ed and Jake start helping themselves. Drew opens a container, 
grabs a pot sticker with his fingers, and eats it. 


DREW. Oh my god. So good. 
JAKE. Shit-Baby loves Jade Dragon! 
ED. What is Shit-Baby? 

JAKE. That’s what we called Drew. 
DREW. My whole childhood. 


ED. They called you “Shit-Baby”? I never knew. 
That was mean of you boys! 


JAKE. Remember when we made Shit-Baby eat his own shit? 
DREW. I was three. 

ED. You made him eat his own shit? That’s horrible! 

JAKE. It all comes out on Christmas! 


DREW. Can we please talk about something other than me eating 
my own shit at the dinner table? 


ED. I’m going to Nova Scotia for my cruise this year. 
DREW. Again? For the puffins? 
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JAKE. Dad, you're obsessed! 

ED. I am not obsessed with puffins. 

DREW. Yes you are! You're obsessed with them! 
ED. Define “obsessed.” 


JAKE. Dad, you have puffin paraphernalia, you wear socks with 
puffins on them— 


DREW. You went to Northumberland for a puffin festival! 
ED. So? 

JAKE. So, that’s an obsession! 

ED. The puffin is a wonderful animal. Very sociable. 


DREW. (Holding up a piece of meat with his chopsticks.) Tastes pretty 
good too. 


ED. What? 

JAKE. Dad, don’t you like your General Tso’s Puffin? 

ED. I’m worried about you boys. You're not funny. 

DREW. Hey Matt, you want some Puffin Fried Rice? 

MATT. Yeah. Sorry. 

JAKE. Here, have a Puffin Pot Sticker. 

DREW. Where's your usual, Matt? 

MATT. Sorry, what? 

DREW. Where's your Moo Shu Puffin? 

ED. Here, have some of this. 

MATT. (Trying not to cry.) Yeah. 

DREW. Are you okay? 

MATT. I'm fine. 

JAKE. What’s wrong? 

ED. Are you sick? 

MATT. Ill be fine. 

ED. (Getting up and going to Matt.) Hey, hey hey hey hey. 
Ed sits next to Matt on the arm of the sofa, putting his arm 
around him. Matt starts to cry. 

MATT. I'm sorry. 
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JAKE. Hey, don't worry. 

DREW. It’s okay. What's going on, man? Do you want to talk about it? 
ED. Take a second. 

MATT. I’m sorry. 

DREW. Man, it’s okay. 


Matt tries to get up. 
JAKE. No no, we'll go. 
DREW. Matt— 


JAKE. I think we should give the guy some space. 
Jake gets up to leave, tapping Drew on the shoulder. 
ED. He just needs a second. 
DREW. Matt, do you want— 
ED. He'll be okay. 
Jake impatiently slaps Drew’s shoulder. 
Blackout. 
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Transition One 


Lights up as a track of an a capella men’ choir, like the Yale 
Whiffenpoofs, singing “O Holy Night” plays. 


The People in Charge enter with two stagehands (preferably 

female) dressed in black. They oversee the stagehands as the 
latter carefully and methodically prepare the stage for the 
next act. 


When the stagehands are done with their work, the People 
in Charge bring Jake and Drew onstage and put them into 
position, posing them like action figures. 


Blackout. 


End of Act One 
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ACT TWO 


Lights up on Jake and Drew trying to fix the Christmas tree 
lights. Jake is wearing his Santa suit and slippers. Drew is 
wearing dark skinny jeans, a denim work shirt, patterned 
socks, and identical slippers to Jake's, which are the same as 
the ones Ed was wearing in Act One. [Ed bought all his sons 
slippers for Christmas. ] 


“O Holy Night” plays on the stereo while they work on the 
lights. 


The Christmas tree lights flicker and then come on. 


JAKE and DREW. Hey! 
They high-five. 
JAKE. Okay, now we can decorate it! 
They pick up strands of fake popcorn from a plastic bin. 
(Going to stereo.) Hey. 
DREW. What? 


JAKE. (Turning off stereo.) [Name of influential ’80s hip-hop track, 
like Run DMC's “Peter Piper.”] 


DREW. Oh shit. 


Jake and Drew rap the opening lines of the song in tandem. 
They do it in a dorky way, making no effort to sound or look 
like rappers. (No “rap hand gestures,” etc.) 


They sing the song’ instrumental break, replicating it exactly. 


Do you remember when Mom played that song one time when she 
made us dance together after we fought? 


JAKE. Yeah, Moms “dance parties.” 
DREW. Oh, that was the worst. 


They start putting their strands on the tree. They start putting 
their popcorn strands on the tree. Jake winds his carefully 
around the tree, while Drew messily arranges his on one side. 
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Jake looks at Drew’s popcorn strands. 
JAKE. What are you doing? 
DREW. What. 
JAKE. You should be going around the tree. 
DREW. Relax, man. 
JAKE. You're clumping them! 
DREW. No I'm not! 
JAKE. You're making it look bad! 


Jake yanks Drew’s popcorn strands off the tree and starts 
redoing them. 


We should just go eat that fucking pie. 
DREW. Matt said hands off. 
Pause. 
Listen man, I think Matt’s clinically depressed. 
JAKE. What? 
DREW. He started crying in the middle of dinner! Why are you 
pretending like it didnt happen? 
JAKE. He said it was nothing. 
DREW. And you believed him? 
JAKE. Matt doesn’t lie. 
DREW. What does the guy have to do, slit his wrists in front of you? 
JAKE. Stop being dramatic. 


DREW. Matt was valedictorian. He went to Harvard. And now he’s 
making copies and living with Dad. 


JAKE. Trust me, Drew. Matt’s fine. 

DREW. When's the last time that guy had a girlfriend? 

JAKE. I don't know. 

DREW. I don’t think he dates anymore, like, at all. I don’t under- 
stand that. He's funny, he’s good-looking. 

I tried to get him to come out to me once. 

JAKE. What? Are you crazy? 

DREW. I know! If Matt were gay, hed be leading the pride parade. 
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JAKE. No way. Pride's too corporate for Matt. 


DREW. Yeah, true. 
I don’t understand what his problem is. 


JAKE. Drew, can you please just give it a rest? We can talk about 
Matt after Christmas. Just let me enjoy this. 


DREW. Fine. 
Pause. 
JAKE. I can’t believe I broke the Xbox. 
DREW. You shouldn't slam the controller down every time you lose. 
JAKE. No, I shouldn't lose. 
Ed and Matt enter from the garage. 


Ed is wearing green corduroys, a red cardigan, and a plaid 
shirt, with his coat, boots, and cap. 


Matt is wearing the same ill-fitting jeans from the day before, 
with a baggy tan button-up shirt that makes him blend into the 
similarly-colored furniture. He also wears his coat and boots. 


ED. Hey, you fixed the lights! 
DREW. Yeah. 


‘The following joking exchange should have the desperate tone 
of two people panicking over how to disarm a nuclear bomb. 


JAKE. (Running over to Matt and grabbing him.) PIE! 
MATT. [ll grab it! 

JAKE. Is there whipped cream? 

MATT. Yeah, but I’m gonna have to whip it! 

JAKE. Then go do that! 

MATT. Okay, I will! 


Matt runs panicking toward the kitchen but suddenly stops 
and starts running in slow-motion. Jake shoves him out of 
the room. 


Jake goes to Ed. 
JAKE. That was fast. How was Mrs. Johnson? 
ED. Not in the best mood. She would barely open her door. 
JAKE. Did you manage to get the cookies in? 
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ED. Just barely. 
Drew approaches Ed. 
DREW. Did Matt say anything? 
ED. About what? 
DREW. About last night. 
ED. Oh, no. 
DREW. That’s weird. 
ED. He’s fine. 
JAKE. Dad, I think I broke your Christmas present. 
ED. What? 
Jake holds up the video game controller. 
JAKE. I dropped your controller. 
ED. ‘That was a gift for me? 
JAKE. Yeah, I forgot to tell you. I opened it early for you. 
ED. Oh! 
JAKE. Whoops. 
ED. I never even got a chance to play it! 
JAKE. It’s the thought that counts. 
ED. Well, thank you, son. 


From offstage, Matt sings the opening of the theme from a 
Western like The Good, the Bad and the Ugly. 


Matt enters with a pie and four forks, walking like a cowboy. 
He jangles the forks together in his hand with each step to 
simulate the sound of spurs. He stops in a cowboy pose. 


MATT. (Cowboy voice.) Pie. 
Jake spits imaginary tobacco juice. 
JAKE. (Cowboy voice, his hand on an imaginary gun.) Where's the 
whipped cream? 
MATT. (Cowboy voice.) Sorry, there wasn’t enough. 
JAKE. (Cowboy voice.) You motherfucker! 
Jake starts to draw his gun. 
Drew makes a loud whinnying noise as he rears an imaginary 
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horse. He makes galloping-hooves noises as he rides his horse, 
shooting at Jake and Matt. 


Jake and Matt stare at him as if that’s the lamest thing they've 
ever seen in their lives. 


Drew sullenly grabs the pie and puts it on the table as Matt 
hands out forks. 


Ed, Drew, Jake, and Matt all dig into the pie with their forks 
simultaneously. 


So Dad, are you still doing yoga? 

ED. No, I gave that up. 

JAKE. Good, that shit’ll fuck you up. 

ED. Matt and I have been so busy. 

JAKE. With what? Hanging out with old ladies? 


ED. We've had so many projects around the house. And we've been 
watching movies. 


MATT. We should all watch a movie tomorrow. 
ED. That's a good idea! 

MATT. TIl pick one up when I go to the store. 
ED. That would be great. 


JAKE. Dad, you got your buddy back. Must be nice having some- 
one around the house again. 


ED. It really is. Its hard living alone when you're not used to it. 
JAKE. Yeah, I hear you. 

ED. I had your mother for so long. 

JAKE. You've been such a soldier about it. 

ED. Not really. I was in bad shape for a long time. 

DREW. Have you ever thought about seeing someone? 

ED. Again with the girlfriends! 

DREW. No, I meant like a therapist. 

ED. A therapist? 


DREW. I’ve been seeing one for a few years now, and it’s helped a 
lot. 


40 


ED. With what? 
Are you all right? 


DREW. Yeah, never better. But you guys remember how fucked up 
I used to be. My whole life—all that negativity. 


ED. I remember those essays you used to write for school. 
DREW. Yeah, it’s amazing how much talking helped. 
Pause. 
Matt, have you ever thought about trying therapy, or...? 
MATT. Um, for what? 
DREW. Uh... 
JAKE. So, what movie are we gonna watch tomorrow? 
ED. Good question. 
JAKE. Horror movie? 
ED. No horror. The older I get, the less I want to see terrible things. 
JAKE. Action? 
MATT. Fh. 
JAKE. Too stereotypical? 
DREW. Matt, I didn’t mean— 
MATT. Everything's cool, Drew. 
DREW. Is it? 
MATT. Yeah. 
Matt gets up. 
DREW. Matt— 
MATT. Eggnog. 
Matt exits. 
DREW. Shit! 
JAKE. So Dad, how do you like the new coach of the— 
DREW. Jake! 
JAKE. What. 
DREW. You keep... 
JAKE. I keep what? 
DREW. Changing the subject like you don’t give a shit! 
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JAKE. About what, Matt? Of course I do! 
DREW. Doesn't seem like it! 
JAKE. Just leave the poor guy alone. 
DREW. Why? 
JAKE. Because it’s what he wants. 
DREW. That’s, like...cowardly macho bullshit! 
Matt enters and overhears the following. 
JAKE. I’m not the one freaking out that a dude cried! 
ED. Boys, boys! 


Matt approaches with a crystal punchbowl of eggnog and 
matching glasses. 

[Throughout the following sequence until the line “I wrote the 
check for Willy,’ Ed is overly enthusiastic and Drew is tensely 
polite, while Jake attempts to normalize the situation by 


mocking the artificiality of Ed and Drew’s behavior. ] 
Thank you, Matt! 
MATT. No problem. 
Silence as Matt pours eggnog. 
ED. (Taking cup.) Oh, thank you. (Sipping.) Mmm. 
DREW. (Taking cup.) Thanks, Matt. 
JAKE. (Taking cup, simperingly.) Why thank you! 
ED. Matt, this is great! 
MATT. Thanks. I poured it out of a carton. 
ED. Very good! 
You didn’t put any spices in it? 
MATT. No. 
ED. Well, it tastes wonderful! 
JAKE. (Simperingly.) It really does! 
MATT. I’m glad. 
Pause. 
ED. (To Matt.) I wrote the check for Willy. Its on the desk. 
MATT. Great. I'll give it to him on Tuesday. 
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ED. Thanks, son. 
MATT. We never decided on a movie. 
JAKE. That’s right! 
MATT. Jake wants an action movie. 
JAKE. Yeah! 
ED. So let’s get an action movie for Jake! 
Ed reaches for a bowl of chips and spills them on the floor. 
Shit! 
MATT. (Jumping up.) I got it. 
ED. Thank you, Matt. 
Matt scoops chips back into the bowl and exits. 
DREW. Come on! 
ED. Can we please just try to have a nice evening? 
JAKE. Sounds good to me. 


DREW. How can we have a nice evening when Matt is fucking 
miserable? 


JAKE. What makes you think he’s miserable? 

DREW. He cried! In the middle of dinner! Why'd he do that? 
JAKE. Well, all we did last night was harp on his high school glory 
days like we think he’s some sort of washout now. I can see how that 
would get old. 

ED. I think it’s his financial situation. It must be weighing on him. 
DREW. What financial situation? 


ED. His student loans are killing him. I think that’s why he moved 
back here, so he could pay them off. 


DREW. How long is he planning to stay here? 

ED. We haven't really discussed it. 

DREW. Dad! 

JAKE. Dad, I think it’s great. 

DREW. You think it’s great for Matt to live with Dad forever? 
ED. Who said anything about forever? 

JAKE. Dad, you love having Matt here, right? 
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ED. Of course, it’s been wonderful. 

JAKE. And you feel like Matt’s okay with it? 
ED. I haven't seen him this cheerful in years. 
JAKE. So what’s the problem? 


DREW. Dad, I know you like having Matt around, and I’m sure on 
some level he feels comfortable here, but he deserves to have his 
own life! 


JAKE. What's wrong with what he’s doing? In some cultures, Matt 
would be revered for taking care of Dad. 


ED. Pm not quite in need of a caretaker yet! 


DREW. Exactly! Dad doesn’t even need him here! Matt should be 
doing something more than this! 


JAKE. He's helping groups that support...oppressed people. 


DREW. Yeah, he’s “helping” by making copies as an office...lackey! 
It's depressing! He could be running those places! 


ED. Oh, of course! 
JAKE. Matt doesn’t want to be some big hotshot! 
DREW. Yeah, because he has low self-esteem! 


JAKE. That’s not the reason! He’s making a choice! Just because all 
we care about is our own success doesn’t mean Matt has to! 


Matt enters with a vacuum cleaner. 
DREW. That's not all I care about! 
JAKE. Of course it is! Thats why you're so obsessed with therapy! 
DREW. What’s wrong with— 


Matt starts vacuuming potato chip crumbs. He is thorough and 
it takes a long time. Ed watches Matt vacuuming and lifts his 
feet up so Matt can vacuum under them. Matt finishes by using 
the hose attachment to get the last of the crumbs. 


Matt turns off the vacuum. 
ED. Thank you, Son. 
MATT. No problem. 
DREW. (To Jake.) What’s wrong with therapy? 
JAKE. Nothing. It’s great for guys like you and me. The whole point 
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of therapy is to help us get out there, climbing the ladder and selling 
ourselves, even when times get tough. 


DREW. The point of therapy is to learn how to be happy! 
JAKE. Yeah, because unhappiness doesn’t sell! People hate losers! 
DREW. Matt, I know you think therapy is bullshit, I get it, but— 
MATT. I don't think therapy is bullshit. 
DREW. So you're open to the idea? 
Drew goes to Matt. 
Matt, what the hell happened last night? Why did you cry? 
MATT. I don't think this is gonna be a good conversation. 
ED. Was it because of your financial situation? 
MATT. No, Dad. 
JAKE. God, why can’t a guy fucking cry if he wants? 
DREW. Guys can cry, but if they're unhappy, then they need— 


JAKE. Why does everyone have to be happy? What if that’s not 
what’s important to them? 


DREW. Who doesn't want to be happy? 

JAKE. Matt. 

DREW. Matt, do you want to be happy? 

MATT. I don't know. I’m not sure what you mean. 


JAKE. See? His mind doesn't even work that way. 
Why does he have to be selfish and only focus on his own happiness? 


DREW. It’s not selfish to focus on your own happiness! 
I know this may be hard for you to grasp, but my happiness comes 
from using my abilities in service to something bigger than myself. 


JAKE. Oh yeah? And who are you serving? 
DREW. My community. You know, my readers, my students. 


JAKE. Come on, Drew! How is being another white guy with 
tenure making a difference? 


DREW. What does being white have to do with it? 


JAKE. For Matt, everything! Our success is a problem, not a 
solution! 
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ED. What are you boys talking about? What does any of this have to 
do with Matt? 


JAKE. Okay, Dad. Why does Drew think that Matt needs to be a big 
hotshot? Because Matt’s smart, right? Okay, so why is he smart? 


ED. Because he got his brains from his mother. 
DREW. Dont sell yourself short, Dad. 


JAKE. Matt has brains, but more importantly, he got an incredible 
education. You made enough money to live in a good school district, 
so Matt got to have great teachers and all this support. 

ED. Matt also worked very hard. 

JAKE. But working hard was all he ever had to worry about! He never 
had to worry about having enough food or getting shot. It was easier 
for him to climb the ladder because he was born with every advantage. 
No one ever assumed he was stupid because he was a woman or 
stopped his car because he was black. The system is rigged. 
Remember that rule in Privilege where youd lose money for being 
white when you pass go? 

ED. I never liked that rule. 

JAKE. Well, that’s what Matt's trying to do. He's penalizing himself! 
MATT. Thats not what I’m doing. 


JAKE. Yes you are! You're deferring to people who don't have your 
unfair advantages! 


DREW. So, white guilt? The reason Matt hates himself is because 
he’s a white guy? 

JAKE. He doesn’t hate himself, moron! 

MATT. Guys, come on! 

JAKE. Matt, do you hate yourself? 

MATT. No. 

JAKE. See? 

DREW. Matt, do you believe that you deserve to be punished for 
being a white guy? 

MATT. No! 


ED. Okay, Matt has said no. And anyway, Jake, all your stuff about 
race is ludicrous. 
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JAKE. Why is it ludicrous? 
ED. You don't even believe it yourself! 
JAKE. Yes I do! White guys like us shouldn't be running things. 


ED. Skin color shouldn't have anything to do with it! What we 
need is a level playing field. 


JAKE. Dad, when it comes to capitalism, there’s no such thing as a 
level playing field. 


ED. Oh, don’t start with the socialism, Jake. You’re a banker! 
JAKE. Hey, I’m not the only hypocrite in this family! 
MATT. Guys, can we drop this? 


DREW. No! We've been letting this go on long enough! Dad, it’s 
selfish of you to let Matt stay here. 


MATT. What?! 


DREW. I'm sorry, Matt, but you need to go out and fulfill your 
potential. 


MATT. Drew, stop! 


JAKE. But that’s not what Matt’s about! He cares about doing the 
right thing. It’s the rest of us who are choosing to be assholes! 


ED. Wait a minute, how am I choosing to be an asshole? 

JAKE. By using up resources, taking up space, enjoying your privilege. 
ED. You mean by living on this earth? 

I also vote, I give to charity, I volunteer... 


JAKE. Yeah, but you're doing all that from inside an unfair system 
that benefits you! 


ED. Jake, this is nonsense! 

JAKE. It’s what you and Mom taught us! 

ED. We never taught you this! 

JAKE. Sure you did! 

ED. That’s nonsense Jake! 

JAKE. You taught us to obsess over privilege! 


ED. Your mother and I taught you to appreciate what you have. Do 
some good with it. Not sit around talking about it for the sake of 
talking! 
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DREW. Yeah Jake, you sound like an undergrad. 


JAKE. Oh, you're so smart? What are your answers?! Your socially 
aware novels, Dad’s checkbook activism? 


MATT. Jake, stop! 


JAKE. What! I’m trying to get them to understand where you're 
coming from! 


MATT. I know, but— 

ED. You're talking absolute nonsense! 

JAKE. Matts actually making the sacrifice! He's trying not to take 
up space! 

MATT. No I’m not! 


JAKE. Admit it! You’re making yourself invisible the way you think 
were supposed to! 


ED. Nonsense, nonsense, nonsense— 
JAKE. Dad shut— 
DREW. Oh my god. 
Pause. 
ED. Jake, you don't tell me to shut up in my house. 
Ed gets up. 
Pm going to bed. 
JAKE. Dad. 
ED. Good night. (Pausing in the doorway.) Merry Christmas. 
He exits. 
DREW. (Picking up the forks and pie plate.) Pm out. 
MATT. (Picking up the eggnog bowl and glasses.) Me too. 
JAKE. Guys, come on. 
MATT. (Exiting.) Sorry, Jake. 
DREW. (Turning the lights off on Jake as he exits.) Nice work, jackass! 


JAKE. Fuck off, Drew! (Shouting into the hallway.) Fine, go! 
I’ve been carrying the whole team on my back all Christmas. 


Jake angrily yanks off his Santa suit and slippers and hurls 
them into the mudroom. He is wearing dark jeans and a 
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blue button-down shirt. 


(Shouting into the hallway.) Pm putting on some Christmas carols! 


DREW. 


Jake hooks his phone up to the stereo and starts playing an 
upbeat, high-tempo pop song sung by women. He looks at 
the doorway. 


He turns the music up and checks the doorway again. 
He pours himself a whiskey, downing it in one shot. 


Jake starts to dance frenetically. He gets increasingly into it, 
gyrating his hips lasciviously. 


Drew enters. 


Jake what the fuck are you doing? 


Jake turns and dances towards Drew. When Drew doesnt 
respond, Jake makes a pleading, “come on’ gesture. 


Drew suddenly bursts into a frantic sideways dance. He 
somersaults over the sofa. 


They dance to the front of the sofa, pushing the coffee table 
closer to the sofa to make more room to dance. 


They dance ridiculously, mirroring each other. They do a hip- 
hop dance move, poorly, They do a coordinated hoe-down 
move that culminates in Jake bending Drew over and humping 
him from behind. When Drew realizes whats happening, he 
cheerfully bobs his head and dances along. 


Matt and Ed enter. 


Jake goes over to Ed and freaks him against the bathroom 
door. Drew does a Michael Jackson-impersonating dance 
across the room. 


Jake dances frenetically towards Matt and forces him to 
dance by grabbing his arms and waving them in the air. Jake 
lets go and Matt starts miming spinning records like a DJ. 


Jake and Drew do the robot, which turns into being zombies. 
They walk over to Matt as zombies and attack him behind 
the sofa. 
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Matt bursts up from behind the sofa as a zombie and Jake 
and Drew run away. 


Ed claps his hands and shouts “Hey!” from the doorway to 
get their attention. He does a little dance in the doorway. 


Jake and Drew drag a resisting Matt downstage center and 
abandon him there, waiting expectantly. Matt bursts into 
an epic, impressively athletic solo dance. At one point, Matt 
pretends to rip Jake’s heart out of his chest, Indiana Jones- 
style. 


They all dance together as the lights fade. 
Blackout. 
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Transition Two 


The music segues into an upbeat instrumental pop track. 
Lights up. 


The People in Charge return to the stage with the stagehands, 
who set the stage for the next act. 


When the stagehands are done, the People in Charge put Drew 
into position, lying asleep on the sofa. Person in Charge 1 
drapes a blanket over him. Person in Charge 2 adjusts Drew’ 
mouth so that it hangs open. 


Blackout. 
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ACT THREE 


Bright morning lights up on Drew asleep on the sofa, wearing 
the same clothes from the night before. 


Matt is picking up empty bottles and glasses, trying to be as 
quiet as possible. Hes wearing the same bad jeans and another 
baggy tan button-up. 


Matt brings the bottles and glasses into the kitchen, and returns 
with some wood cleaner spray, a rag, and a wastebasket. He 
sprays the table down and wipes it with the rag, sweeping 
crumbs into the wastebasket. He exits. 


Jake enters from the garage, slamming the door behind him. 
Hes wearing several layers of expensive running gear. 


Jake opens the half-bathroom door, revealing pink floral 
wallpaper, and removes some of his running gear. He grabs 
a small pink embroidered hand towel, which he uses to wipe 
his underarms 


Jake approaches the sleeping Drew and places the towel over 
his mouth. He presses down until Drew starts to suffocate 
and wakes with a muffled yell. 


DREW. Fuck! Oh. 

JAKE. Good morning. 

DREW. What time is it? 

JAKE. Ten. 

DREW. Wait, um. What’s going on? 
JAKE. I went for a run. 

DREW. You went for a run? 

JAKE. You should get some water. 
DREW. What happened? 

JAKE. We got drunk. 
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DREW. How did you go for a run? What the fuck are you doing? 
JAKE. (Taking a one-handed selfie with his phone.) Self-actualizing. 


DREW. (Sitting up.) It’s not fair. You drank like five times as much 
as I did. I feel like Pm gonna die. Jesus. 


Matt enters. 
MATT. Morning! 
JAKE. Morning! How goes it? 
MATT. Good, how was your run? 
JAKE. Great. 
DREW. Am I the only one whos—I feel like I’m gonna die. 
JAKE. Did you get the bagels? 
MATT. Yeah, they’re in the kitchen. 
DREW. Oh, fuck. Why didn’t you wake me up? 
JAKE. You looked so sweet. 
MATT. Drew. 
Drew looks at Matt. Matt’ eyes roll into the back of his head 
as he transforms into “Pterodactyl Man.” 
DREW. Oh no. Not this. 
Matt makes a loud screeching noise and perches imaginary 
claws on Drew's head with a squawk. 
MATT. (Screeching into Drew’s ear.) Want some coffee? 
DREW. Some water would be great. 
MATT. (Screeching.) Great! 
DREW. Goddamn it. 
Matt exits with a loud screeching cry, flapping his pterodactyl 
wings. 
I know it sounds like I’m joking, but I really feel like Pm actually 
gonna die. 
JAKE. You used to be so into dying. Remember when you dug your 
own grave in the backyard? 
DREW. Is it still there? I’m fucking ready. 
Matt reenters as Pterodactyl Man. He climbs up onto the back 
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of the sofa, shoving a full glass of water at Drew and perching 
his claws on Drews head with a squawk. 


MATT. (Screeching.) Drew! Here's your water! 
Drew takes a sip of water. 
(Screeching.) How’s it taste? 
DREW. Fine. 
MATT. (Screeching.) Good! 
DREW. (Shoving Matt off the sofa so that he falls behind it.) Stop it! 
(Turning to Jake.) Anyway— 
Jake leaps up onto the couch as “Monster Baby Man,’ pawing 
at Drew. 
JAKE. (Bellowing.) Whats wrong? 


MATT. (Leaping onto the sofa back and screeching.) Whats wrong 
with your water, Drew? 


JAKE. (Bellowing.) Don't you like how it tastes? 

MATT. (Screeching.) Does your water taste nice, Drew? 

DREW. You don’t wanna play these games with me right now! 
JAKE. (Bellowing.) What games? 

MATT. (Screeching.) What games? 

JAKE. (Bellowing.) Don't you like your water, Drew? 

DREW. Yes! 

MATT. (Screeching.) Do you want another glass? 

JAKE. (Bellowing.) Come on, let’s get Drew another glass of water! 


Matt and Jake exit noisily into the hallway and continue to 
make loud, monstrous noises from the kitchen. 

Drew puts his water on the table with a pained expression. 
Jake and Matt reenter, each holding a full glass of water. As 
they approach Drew, they emit sustained loud noises that cut 
off abruptly as they arrive behind Drew’s head. They each 
hold a glass over one of Drew’s shoulders, hovering over him. 


MATT. (In the voice of the Templar Knight guarding the Holy Grail 
in Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade.) You can only choose one. 


Drew contemplates the glasses. 
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DREW. I choose... 
He grabs the glasses and throws the water in Matt and Jakes 
faces. 


MATT. Wrong choice! 
JAKE. You're dead! 


Matt grabs Drews first glass of water off the coffee table as 
Jake tackles Drew on the sofa. 


DREW. Wait wait wait wait wait! 
JAKE. Just let it happen. 


Jake holds Drew down while Matt pours the entire glass of 
water on Drew’ face. 


DREW. Oh fuck. 
Matt and Jake let Drew up. 
You fuckers. 


Jake goes to the laundry closet and starts taking off his wet 
shirt. 


MATT. (Walking towards the laundry closet.) You guys want some 
bagels? 

JAKE. Yeah! 

MATT. Drew, I'll bring you a towel. 

DREW. Did you get Hoffman's? 


Jake hands Matt two towels from the dryer and starts changing 
into a sleek black T-shirt. 


MATT. Hoffman's was closed. I had to go to Nature Market. 
DREW. Ugh! Nature Market bagels taste like Canadian bagels! 
MATT. Do you want one or not? 

Matt throws Drew a tiny pink washcloth. 
DREW. I want Hoffman's! 


MATT. I know you do, Shit-Baby, but I couldn't get them today. P1 
get some tomorrow. 


DREW. (Screaming and kicking in a tantrum.) NOOO! 
Matt changes into a baggy mustard-colored shirt. 
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Jake starts making kung-fu-movie fighting noises and wielding 
a towel like nunchucks. 
JAKE. (Attacking Drew with his towel, moving his mouth as if his 
words were dubbed in a kung fu movie.) Stop acting like a baby, Shit- 
Baby! 
DREW. Shut up. 
Jake winds up his towel and snaps Drew with it. 
Drew curls up in the easy chair, placing his tiny pink wash- 
cloth over his knee as if covering himself with a blanket. 
MATT. I'll get the bagels. 
JAKE. No, TIl do it. You’ve been doing everything. 
Jake exits. Matt dries off the sofa and surrounding furniture 
with a towel. He places pillows back on the sofa. He grabs 
the Christmas blanket to throw in the washing machine. He 
brings Drew a large baby-blue towel and covers him with it. 
Drew discards his tiny pink washcloth on the floor. 
DREW. Will you read me a story? 
MATT. You're feeling that bad? 
DREW. Yes. 
MATT. What story do you want? 
DREW. Um. Silenus. 
MATT. Okay. 
Matt goes over to the bookshelf and takes out Nietzsches The 
Birth of Tragedy. 
Bookmarks still there. 
Matt sits and reads as if reading a fairy tale to a child. 


“According to the old story, King Midas had long hunted wise Silenus, 
Dionysus’s companion, without catching him. When Silenus had 
finally fallen into his clutches, the king asked him what was the best 
and most desirable thing of all for mankind. The daemon stood silent, 
stiff and motionless, until at last, forced by the king, he gave a shrill 
laugh and spoke these words: ‘Miserable, ephemeral race, children of 
hazard and hardship, why do you force me to say what it would be 
much more fruitful for you not to hear? The best of all things is 
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something entirely outside your grasp: not to be born, not to be, to 


be nothing. But the second best thing for you—is to die soon: 
Drew’ eyes are closed. 
Jake reenters with bagels. 
JAKE. (Bellowing.) Bagels! (In normal voice.) Aww, Shit-Baby’s 
sleeping. 
Jake pushes Drew’ nose with his foot, waking him. 


Drew gets up, goes to the laundry closet, and changes from his 
wet shirt into the red plaid shirt he was wearing in Act One. 


Matt snatches the plate of bagels from Jake. 
Hey! 
MATT. (Holding the bagels out of Jakes reach.) What’s the passcode? 
JAKE. Gimme a fucking bagel, Matt! 
MATT. Tina Turner Tina Turner Tina Turner. Say it. 
JAKE. Come on, man. 
MATT. You have to say it correctly. 
JAKE. Tina Turner Tina Turner Tina Turner. 


MATT. Wrong! (Saying it in a different way.) Its “Tina Turner Tina 
Turner Tina Turner.’ 


JAKE. Stop being an asshole! 
He reaches for the bagels. Matt runs away. 
MATT. Say it! 
JAKE. Give me a fucking bagel! 
MATT. You have to say it! 
JAKE. (Imitating Matt exactly.) Tina Turner Tina Turner Tina Turner. 
MATT. Wrong again! 


DREW. (In a hungover monotone, making no effort to imitate Matt.) 
Tina Turner Tina Turner Tina Turner. 


MATT. Correct! Congratulations, Drew. 
Matt gives Drew a bagel. 
JAKE. (Grabbing a bagel from Matt.) Gimme that, dickhead! 
Jake goes to sit in the easy chair, but Drew jumps into it just as 
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Jake is trying to sit. 

Sound of a guitar strum from the hallway. Ed enters, singing 
and playing a guitar badly. 

[“La la la’s are not pronounced as written, but represent the 
not-knowing-the-words gibberish noises Ed and his sons 
come up with as they sing.] 


ED. O Tannenbaum, O Tannenbaum, how are the la la la la. 
Everyone! 


EVERYONE. 
O Tannenbaum, O Tannenbaum, la la la la la la la. 
I see the la la la la la. 
I got a la la Tannenbaum. 
O Tannenbaum, O Tannenbaum. 
How are the lovely branches. 


Matt, Jake, and Drew applaud. 
MATT. That was great, Dad. 
JAKE. Very good. 
Drew goes back to sleep in the easy chair, cuddling his towel. 


ED. (Taking off his guitar, which Matt takes from him.) I guess I 
should have learned the words. And the chords. 


JAKE. It's not Christmas anymore, Dad. 

ED. I know, but I never got a chance to play for you. 
MATT. Dad, you want a bagel? 

ED. No, I want cranberry juice with ice! 

MATT. Coming right up. 

JAKE. No, I'll go. 


Jake exits. Matt puts away Ed's guitar, then puts The Birth 
of Tragedy back on the shelf. 


Ed looks at Drew, who is asleep. 
MATT. I went to the store. 
ED. Already? Did you get the steaks? 


MATT. (Picking up a wet towel.) Yeah, I got everything. I got stuff 
for tomorrow, too. 
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ED. Oh, what are we having? 
MATT. Your favorite, fried chicken. 

Matt puts the towel in the washing machine. 
ED. Great! We can invite Mrs. Johnson. 
MATT. I thought we could invite Mr. Santana, too. 
ED. Is he back at the store? 
MATT. Yeah, he looked great. 


ED. Oh, I’m glad. That'll be fun. 
Did you get a movie for tonight? 


MATT. Yeah, hold on. 
Matt gets a DVD off the mudroom bench and hands it to Ed. 
ED. A Man for All Seasons! I haven't seen this in years! 
DREW. (Waking up.) Is that our movie? 
ED. Matt got A Man for All Seasons! 
DREW. I’ve heard of that. 
ED. It’s a wonderful film. 


JAKE. (Entering with a cranberry juice on ice in an old Star Wars 
Lando Calrissian glass.) Doesnt sound like an action movie. 


MATT. Sorry Jake. You'll like it. It's about divorce. 
Jake mimes strangling Matt. 


DREW. (Looking at Jakes glass.) So what kind of dick needs ice in 
December? 


Jake smugly hands the glass to Ed. 


ED. A dick named Dad. 
Pm a dick if I want ice in December? 
It’s warm in the house. 


JAKE. Is it warm? 

ED. What, you're cold? 

JAKE. Dad it’s freezing in here! 
DREW. Is the heat even on? 


ED. You know what makes heat? Your bodies. You know what 
keeps heat close to your bodies? Sweaters. 


59 


JAKE. It’s ridiculous that we don’t turn the heat up! How much 
more does it cost to live like a human being? Fifty bucks? 


ED. I can turn the heat up if youd all like. 

MATT, JAKE, and DREW. Yes! 

ED. Yes? 

JAKE. Jesus, yeah, it’s cold as hell in here! 

ED. (Getting up.) All right. The things I do for you kids. 
He exits. 

JAKE. You think he’s really gonna do it? 

MATT. I’m skeptical. 

DREW. We've kinda got him cornered. 

ED. (From the hallway.) What do you want, eighty? 

MATT. Eighty? 


ED. (From the hallway.) Is seventy hot enough? It’s at sixty-three 
right now. 


JAKE. Seventy-three. 

ED. (From the hallway.) Pm putting it on seventy. 

JAKE. I thought old people were supposed to get cold easily. 
MATT. I think saving money is what keeps Dad warm. 


Drew leans forward to reach for a newspaper and Jake 
shoves him out of the easy chair and jumps into it himself, 
furiously kicking his legs like he’s riding a bicycle in order to 
keep Drew from getting back in. Drew goes to sit next to 
Matt on the sofa, but Matt stretches out his legs to block him. 
Drew sits in the recliner. 


Ed reenters. 
Since when do you sleep late, Dad? 
ED. Oh I wasn't sleeping. I was thinking. 
MATT. About what? 
ED. I haven't been paying enough attention to your situation. 
MATT. What situation? 
ED. Your student loans. 
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MATT. I’m making the payments, Dad. I got it. 
ED. Son, those loans are crippling you. You shouldn't have to be stuck 
here with me. 
Pause. 
Why don’t you let me take care of your loans? 
MATT. What? Why? 
ED. I have the means, and it'll give you the freedom to do what- 
ever you want. 


MATT. You should hang on to your money, Dad. 

ED. You can think of it as an early inheritance. 

MATT. That’s really generous, Dad. But you might need it, and I’m 
okay. 

ED. I’m telling you, Matt. I have the means. 

MATT. Dad, please. 

DREW. Dad, this isn’t the kind of problem you can just throw 
money at. 

JAKE. Look Matt, I understand why you wouldnt want to take 
money from Dad. But you know if you ever needed money... 
DREW. Matt, I would gladly pay for your therapy! 

MATT. Please, guys, stop! 

ED. Matt, what is going on? 

Are you depressed? 

JAKE. He's not depressed! 

DREW. Jake, shut up! 

JAKE. No! He's feeling exactly the way anyone would feel in his 
situation! 

ED. Boys! Matt, what made you cry at the dinner table? 


MATT. I felt like things were weird, and you guys started making 
a fuss over me. 


ED. Matt, you are a person who could be good at anything you 
wanted. 


MATT. No I couldnt, Dad. 
ED. Why not? 


61 


JAKE. Because— 

ED. Jake, hush. 

MATT. No one can be good at anything they want. 

ED. Well, what’s one thing you're not good at? 

MATT. I mean, most things. 

DREW. Stop putting yourself down! 

MATT. What are you talking about? Most people arent good at 
most things! 

ED. What’s one thing youre not good at that prevents you from 
succeeding? 

DREW. Loving himself. 

ED. Besides that. 

JAKE. Selling himself. 

ED. Selling himself? Why does that matter? 

JAKE. Today that’s all that matters. 

ED. What do you mean? 


JAKE. Okay. Back in your day, people were all like, “Hey, you got a 
skill? Great, we'll pay you to use it? Nowadays it doesn’t matter if 
you have any skills or not. You sell yourself, not your skills. But 
Matt doesn’t care about that. 


ED. Matt, would you agree that you're not good at selling yourself? 
MATT. Probably. 
DREW. You don't think you're good at anything! 
ED. Drew, enough. 
JAKE. He could be good at it if he wanted to, he just doesn't want to! 
ED. Why don’t you show us? (Getting up.) We'll do an interview! 
MATT. What? 
ED. A job interview! TIl interview you, and we'll see what the problem 
is. 

Pause. 


MATT. Okay. 
What am I interviewing for? 
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ED. Well, what sort of job would you like? 
MATT. Um... 
ED. How about policy writing? For a human rights organization. 
MATT. It should be an entry-level job. 
ED. Okay. How about...copyediting for a human rights organization. 
MATT. Okay. 
ED. Let’s see, so come in like this is my office. 
Matt enters the “office.” 
(Shaking Matts hand.) Nice to meet you, I’m Ed. 
MATT. Matt. 
ED. Have a seat. 
Matt sits. 
So Matt, tell me why you're interested in working for our foundation. 


MATT. Well, I guess I’m interested in the job because I, uh...graded 
a lot of papers while I was in grad school and, um...I graded a lot 
of papers and they were—I have that skill. Which is not to say that 
I have any of the actual copyediting skills required for this job. But 
I’m assuming I could learn them if, you know, I was taught. 


ED. Good, good. Okay... 


DREW. Dad, I think you're moving a little fast here. Matt needs to 
deal with a whole bunch of shit before he can handle something 
like this. 


JAKE. No, he could do it if he wanted. He could do it in his sleep. 

DREW. Apparently not. 

JAKE. Sure he could! (To Matt.) Here, Pll show you. Hop up. 
Matt stands. Jake enters the “office.” 
Jake shakes Ed’s hand. 

Hi, I’m Matt. 

ED. I’m Ed. Thanks for coming in. 

JAKE. No problem. Thanks for having me. 


ED. So, Matt, tell me a little about why you're interested in working 
for our foundation. 
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JAKE. Well, Sam told me about the position. 

ED. Oh, Sam! He spoke very highly of you. 

JAKE. Yeah, he’s a great friend. We met on our year abroad to Ghana 
when we were at Harvard. 

ED. Ghana! What brought you there? 

JAKE. We were part of a project that trained villagers in rural areas 
to build sustainable housing. 

ED. That sounds fascinating. 

JAKE. It was amazing to see the difference we were able to make in 
people’s lives. I’m sure you must feel that way all the time. 


ED. I certainly do. Matt, your résumé shows a BA from Harvard, ten 
years in Stanford’s PhD program, and ten years at various non-profits 
and community organizations. Can you tell me a little about that? 


JAKE. Well, for a long time I thought I might stay in academia, but 
it started to feel too theoretical. I wanted to put some of that theory 
into action. I worked with a variety of small grassroots organiza- 
tions in order to learn a wide range of practices, and now I’m ready 
to bring that knowledge to a larger organization. 

ED. Where do you see yourself ten years from now? 

JAKE. Well, eventually Td love to go back to Ghana, and continue 
my work there as a director of operations. 

ED. How wonderful. Well, I must say, Matt, I’m impressed. 

It was very nice to meet you. We'll be in touch soon. 

JAKE. (Shaking Ed’s hand.) It was great to meet you, too. 

ED. Good work, Jake. 

JAKE. Thanks, Dad. 

ED. See Matt? You've got all the pieces. You've got the résumé. It’s 
just about presentation. 

JAKE. I keep telling you, he could do it if he wanted to. 

DREW. Not if he has low self-esteem! I know you guys don’t want 
to hear it, but it’s the truth! This is sadistic! 


ED. Drew, enough with the psychobabble! 
Matt, you could be the director of a human rights organization. 
Did you see what Jake did? 
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MATT. Yes I did. 
ED. Now you try. 
MATT. I saw Jake do it, Dad. I got it. 
ED. Now Id like to see you try. 
JAKE. Just do it and get it over with. 
DREW. You dont have to do this, Matt. 
Matt looks at Ed. 
MATT. It’s what Dad wants. 
Matt enters the “office.” 
ED. Oh, you can't come in like that. 
MATT. Like what? 


ED. Your shoulders are hunched and you're not making eye contact. 
You need to walk in confidently with your head up. Come in again. 


MATT. Okay. 

Matt goes out and comes back in. 
ED. Much better! (Shaking Matts hand.) Nice to meet you, I’m Ed. 
MATT. Matt. 


ED. Firm handshake. Very good. 
Have a seat. 


They sit. 
So Matt, tell me why youre interested in working for our foundation. 
MATT. Uh...because... 
ED. Eye contact, Matt. 
MATT. Sam told me about the job. 
ED. And how do you know Sam? 


MATT. Uh...we met at Harvard. No actually, in Ghana. We were 
both at Harvard at the time, but we were doing our year abroad, so 
we were in Ghana...when we met. 


ED. And what were you doing in Ghana? 


MATT. Um, well at least in my case, I was teaching a bunch of people 
something I didn’t know how to do, that they didn’t want to learn. 


ED. Oh come on. I’m sure it wasn't that bad. 
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MATT. No, I felt like an idiot, and the worst part about it— 


ED. Why don’t you tell me a little bit about what you've been doing 
since you left academia. 


MATT. Uh, well... 

There were things I wasn’t smart enough to figure out in academia, 
so— 

ED. How can you say you're not smart? 


MATT. It’s not that I’m not smart, I’m just not smart enough. I don’t 
know, maybe nobody is. 


ED. I’m afraid I don't understand. What were you trying to figure out? 
MATT. How to be useful. 

Pause. 
ED. With your education and experience, why havent you done 
anything meaningful? 
MATT. I dont know... 
ED. Matt, how can you be this weak in an interview? 


DREW. Dad, Matts interview skills are not the problem! (To Matt.) 
You're trapped in a sick way of thinking! 


MATT. Drew, stop helping! You're not good at it. 

DREW. Wait a minute, wait a minute! I’ve just been sitting here! 
I’ve barely said anything! 

MATT. You keep insisting something’s wrong with me! 

DREW. Because I care about you! 

MATT. I’m just trying to be useful! That’s it! Whats wrong with that? 
DREW. You're not happy! Why don't you want that? 


MATT. Honestly, Drew, everything was fine before you guys got 
here! 


DREW. So you were loving doing temp work? 


MATT. It’s a decent organization! And someone has to do what 
they have me doing! 


DREW. And you want to keep doing that forever? 
MATT. I can't do it forever! It’s a temp job! 
DREW. Jesus, nothing escapes the vortex of negativity! 
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JAKE. He just said he feels good about what he’s doing! 

DREW. That's not possible! 

JAKE. Yes it is! Why don’t you get it? All our lives, guys like us have 
been told to get out of the way so that other people can have a 
chance. Matt’s actually doing what they want! It’s noble! 

MATT. I’m not being noble! 

JAKE. Yes you are! You're making copies for the oppressed! You just 
don’t feel noble because no one appreciates it. All your minority 
coworkers are probably too busy with their ambition to notice 
youre there. 

ED. Jake, you believe that Matt is trying to make the world better 
by sabotaging himself? 

JAKE. Yes! 

ED. I don’t buy it. 

JAKE. That’s because nobody else would ever do it! Matt’s a freak. 
DREW. Jake! 

JAKE. I mean that as a compliment. 

Its a world of pigs, and Matt is not a pig! But if youre not a pig, 
you're fucked! 

Look at me! I’m an asshole, but people kind of like me, whether 
they know it or not. 

DREW. Jake, you're not as big an asshole as youd like to think. 
JAKE. Yes, I am! 

I give my friends shit for acting “gay.” I joke about which interns I 
want to fuck. 

DREW. The horror. 

JAKE. No, listen to me. Every single V.P. at my company is white. 
Minorities don’t climb the ladder, at all. There are so many talented 
women and people of color in the office that Id love to bring to client 
meetings, but I only bring white guys because that’s how the clients 
want it. I’m excluding black people at work, even though my kids are 
half-black! 

All day long, I reinforce a system that keeps us on top. But Matt’s 
doing the opposite! He’s making his way to the bottom. He's being 
a martyr! 
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MATT. I’m not a martyr! 
JAKE. Are you kidding me? Come on! 


DREW. If Matt is trying to fight the system by martyring himself, 
then he has serious issues. 


JAKE. Drew, stop being an idiot. 
DREW. Youre the idiot! Youre trying to paint Matt as some big 
hero, but youre full of shit! What if Miles decided he wanted to be 
a hero just like his Uncle Matt? Or Olivia? What if they were like, 
“Oh, it’s so unfair that we're rich kids! We're gonna do nothing with 
our lives so that poor kids can have a chance!” 

Jake doesnt respond. 
Yeah! You would lose your shit! 
If you truly admired what Matt was doing, youd be doing it your- 
self, but you're not! You're a rich banker who’s not doing shit! You're 
actively making things worse! 
JAKE. Yeah, I know. 
DREW. He probably needs medication! 
ED. Okay, can we please stop talking about Matt like he’s not in the 
room? 
Matt, you can speak for yourself. 
MATT. I don't believe the things you all think I believe! 
JAKE. So what do you believe? 
MATT. I dont know! I don’t know anything! 
JAKE. So you don’t even have your principles? You're a loser for no 
reason? 
ED. Hey! 
JAKE. Hang on, answer my question! Are you a loser for no reason? 
MATT. Ifyou say so. 
JAKE. Then you might as well be dead! 
ED. Jake, stop. 
JAKE. What? Matt, for the past three days, I’ve been defending 
you and fucking looking up to you for having the courage of your 
convictions. It made me feel horrible about myself, but it made me 
feel better about everything else. Then it turns out you're not doing 
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anything? You're just...giving in to the total hopelessness of every- 
thing, being a loser for no reason? 


DREW. Jake. 


JAKE. Drew’s right! Id be appalled if Olivia or Miles wasted their 
talent for no reason whatsoever! So what, you're a poor little white 
boy who doesn’t want to take a check from his daddy? You're a poor 
little white boy who doesn’t want to use his degrees? Who fucking 
cares about that kind of loser? 


DREW. Jake, stop. 
Drew touches Jake. 
JAKE. Get the fuck off me! 
Matt, are you quitting? Are you giving up? 
MATT. If you say so. 
Jake grabs Matt and grapples with him. 
Drew pulls Jake off of Matt. 
DREW. Hey, stop! 
Jake stares at Matt, then exits. 
Are you okay? 
MATT. (Walking away.) Yeah, I’m fine. 
Drew follows him. 
DREW. Matt, come on, just wait a second! Matt, please! 
Matt stops. 
Can't you see what it’s doing to us to see you like this? 
MATT. Like what? 
DREW. Like, this tragic, fucking, just...non-entity! 
Matt moves away again. 


That came out wrong! That came out wrong! 
Please, hear me out. 


Matt stops. 


I just... Matt, do you remember when I went through that big 
depression in grad school where I was like, fucking suicidal? 


MATT. Yeah. 
DREW. I remember calling you, and you convincing me to take a 


69 


shower. And then four hours later once I'd managed to do that, you 
talked me into eating a sandwich. And little by little, step by step, 
you got me through the worst of it. I don’t know how I would have 
survived that time without you. 
But that’s all I was doing, was surviving. I wasn't really living. So 
then Mom died...and I went to see a therapist, and my whole 
fucking life started to change. Every good thing that’s happened to 
me has happened since then! Matt, please just give it a shot! 
MATT. Drew, I’m okay. 
DREW. So you want to keep going like this? You don’t want any- 
thing better? You don’t want a career? 
MATT. No. 
DREW. Is it because you think you don't deserve one? 
MATT. No! Why do I have to have a career? 
DREW. Okay, fuck a career. What if I found you a therapist who 
would do it pro-bono? 
MATT. I don’t think it’s a good idea. 
DREW. Why not? 
MATT. It would be very unpleasant for me! 
DREW. Okay. Why? 
MATT. Well, wouldn't it be kind of like this conversation were 
having now? 
DREW. Matt, you gotta help me out here. I’m not gonna watch 
you destroy your life. Pve been enabling you for too long. I’m not 
gonna do it. 
If you won't agree to make some honest attempt to improve your 
life, ’m done, man. I can’t have any more contact with you. 
MATT. Drew, please. 
DREW. NO, NO, NO, NO! Just promise me you're gonna take one 
positive step. Pll do everything in my power to help you. 
MATT. I can’t do that. 
DREW. You would choose staying in this situation over having a 
relationship with me? 

Pause. Matt doesn't respond. 
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Okay. Enjoy your misery. 
Drew exits. 
Pause. 
Ed comes over to Matt. 
ED. Matt, here’s what we need to do. 
Ed takes out a check and puts it in front of Matt. 
You're gonna take this and pay off your loans. 
You have so much potential. 
MATT. I can't take your money, Dad. 
ED. Yes you can. 
MATT. I didn’t earn it. 
ED. What does it matter if you earned the money or not? Take the 
check. 
MATT. I don't want it! 
ED. Matt, what is wrong with you? 
MATT. Nothing’s wrong, Dad! For the first time in a long time, I 
don't feel bad about what I’m doing! I feel useful! 
ED. But what you're doing isn't actually useful. Especially consid- 
ering everything that’s been invested in you. You should be doing 
more than cooking and cleaning like a housemaid! 
MATT. I want to be here. 
ED. Its repugnant, Matt. There’s something repugnant about it. 
I wonder what your mother would say if she were here. 
Pause. 
MATT. She would tell me to take a walk every day around the lake, 
and to fix her garden. 
She would say there's nothing you can do to erase the problem of 
your own existence. She would tell me not to despair, and to keep 
trying to find my way. 
ED. Thats what I keep trying to say. 
MATT. No it isn’t. 
ED. Your mother would have wanted you out there making the 
world a better place. 
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MATT. I spent my whole life trying to make things better, and 
everything I did just made things worse! 


ED. Because white guys can't do anything right? 


MATT. No, Dad! Nobody has the answers! I don’t know if there is 
an answer! 


ED. I love you so much. I’ve never done anything but love you. 
I look at you now and don't even recognize you. 
I feel like I haven't done a good job as a father. 


Matt puts his hand on Ed’ knee. Ed puts his hand over 
Matt's and removes Matts hand from his knee. 


I won't be your excuse. I can’t have you staying here anymore. 
MATT. Dad— 
ED. (Getting up.) This is for your own good. 
Ed walks away. He stops and turns. 
I love you, pal, but I’m sorry. 
Ed exits. 
Matt sits alone. 
Matt looks out into the audience, breaking the fourth wall. 


The People in Charge enter and look at him. They look at each 
other. Person in Charge 2 snaps their fingers to cue the: 


Blackout. 


End of Play 
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